330       SELECTED    LETTERS    OF

eral days.   What is more, I lectured to-night to some
hundred more or less imbecile human beings.

Things look grey and sad around me. A little to
refresh my mind, I sit down to thank you for your
letter of February 19th and the precious present of
books.

I sent you, as I was too busy to write, a volume on
German Eomanticism which I found in ray cupboard.
But I do not wish you to think that my sending it is
meant for anything else than a silent expression of
thanks. The book was written in 1873 and revised in
1886, but my German publisher took upon himself to
make no end of linguistic and other alterations, so
that, for instance, the opening pages are hardly mine
at alL In every place where he failed to understand
or agree with my opinion he substituted something
else on the plea that what I had written was not Ger-
man. Besides this, the.man promised to buy the rights
of the old translation of my book, yet from quite in-
comprehensible reasons he has not done it; the con-
sequence is that in two instances my book has been
suppressed by the German authorities on the ground
of its being piracy (!) and of my having used bits of
the old translation, whereas the actual pirate of my
work is allowed to sell it scot-free!

The result will be, in all probability, that I shall
eventually withdraw altogether from contributing to
German literature.

I sent you the volume because I had not another to
send. But the first on the Emigrants, the fourth on
the English, and the fifth on the French Romanticists
#re far better, having been written con amore. The